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Ono of the babitaes of Hkluner's gro
wery, al the viliage of Hkinnersville,
mnn Abe Lavgford. He became a “'sit
tor” when he wan Llwenty years old,
nod for twelve years he never missed
but one night. That was the night ot
Ris marriage to the Widow Durham.
Hhe wan his wenlor by ton years, and
abe mnrried him montly that he might
have n mother, Kvery nlght, raln or

shine, summer or winter, Abe was
there,

, During the first year the old veterana
crowded bim aronnd somewlnt, bu
nfter thut one of the eracker barrels

was tnarked with his nitinls and doly

recognlaed us Liln throue

An for Abe whn most
anyibing. He dld a duy's work here
and there, but the wife mulnly support
ed the two of them by sewlng for the
nelghbors,  Abe was mild mannered
nud eany going, nnd bhe was not much
of n talker |

But Abe Langford’'s wife knew him
better than his fellow witters.  They

oceupation,

/ had often remarked smong themsolves

that he had oo ambitlon. Bhe knew
better Under thot guiet and humble
demennor was hldden nwny an ambl
tion that longed to sonr and fmpa
tlently walted s opportuulty,  Almost
every night when Abe reaclhied home he
sald

"Doggone It, | don’'t ameount to
ahucks and never will. Why haln't |
an big n maun an Deacon Whlie

“What's the deacon heen doln' ¥

“A horse thief tried to git lnto his
barn st night, and the dog woke the
dencon upy, and he went out nod yelled
at the fellow thnt If he dldn't git out

mighty sudden he'd let go a hull bush
¢l of buckahot at hlim. He's a hero,
the deacon v, When he got through
tollin' the story BSkinner offered to
trust him for ten pounds of sugar all
to once.”

“Everybody can't be a hero”
swered the wife, with a sigh.

“What do you s'pose happened to
Elijsh Smallman two or (hree yoears
ago?’

T chu’t mny
hin telling that apvibiag dld

nn

| don't remember of

| derer

HE HUSG ON TO THE STERN AND GOT THE
BOW POINTED RTHAIGHT.

“No, he never toa n 0OmMBL oeiuy
nbout 1t i tonlght, and then he made
us 1l promise never to bhreathe n word
to n soul. Lordy, but the chills went
op ol down my back while be wins
tellin® 1!

“What was It

“Uo waw n murderer. His dog barked
ahout midoight, and he got up and
looked out of the winder and saw #
murderer snoopin' nround. The feller
even came up and rattied on the kitch-
The dog put his tall down
apd made o sneak and didn't come
bome for two days,  Lijah sald he got
0 wenk In the kpees that Le could
hardly get back to bed, and be covered
up lis bhead for more'n nn hour after
wurds'

“Mow did he know |t was & mur
dewor 7"’

“Becnune the feller had on a slouch
bat pulled down over his eyos and was
crouched over. That's the way they
pllus do. Yes, he was o regular mur-
A woeek Inter & tin peddler come
nlong and told Lijab that o bull family
hud been murdered about Afty miles
B uy the very next night. If the dog
hadn't barked the Bmallman family
woule eve besn wioedl out, Do 1 ever

en door,

#66 A mUrderer anoopin’ Aroana re
“Land o' massy, but 1 hope not!”
“But 1 orter mee one, same as other

folks, If 1 ever do see one ! won't

stand and tremble and shake. No, sir,

I won't. I'l just go right ont to him

|and tell him to hump himself omt of

that or be’ll huve me (n his balr, but 1

shan't never see one, There's no such

good luck for me."
“But you haln't done so bad,"” ob
smrved ke wife lu wiethiug tones,

“You rell 1o the river once, didn™t
yonr"

“You "

“Aud you hod a fght with a light-
nin’® rod man

“You,"

“Anid n wad dog chased you up 8
Indiley?"

“Hut  what all  them things
mmount to izl hijuus apd murderers’
I want 1o be g lwro, swime ns other
folks, If 1'd nnk Skinper to trust me
for ten pounds of sugar all 1o once
he'dd drop dead,”

“Wanl sald the wife ns she rose g
to preonre for bed, “vou are doln' sl

iloew

s you can, and nobody can’t ao any

better, If you live long ‘nuff mebbe
your chance will come,"”

It 'wak on the rosd and only twe
woeks away, A millionaire had his sum:
mer homn on the bank of the river run
ning through the village. Hin eighteen
yearold daughter was foud of rowing
and it was an nlmost everyday sight te
soe her skimming along In ber boat
There had been heavy midsummet
ralos, and the river had gradually rises
until the water poured over the dam |
llke n Niagara. There was a drop of
twelve feel, with three or four waves
at the bottomn rising up and curling
over i a menncing way, Onpe day, af
the highest wtage of the water, three
young ladies appeared on the pond in
A boat. The rich man's duughter was
taking company out for n row. ‘I'we
hundred feet above the dam, as she
attempted to turn and go back, one of
the oars snapped, and In her sudden
panle sbe Jost the other, while the
boat turned brondside to the strenmn
To go over the dam In that tashion
meant death to all,

Abe lapgford had been

salvaging |

sawloge anda boards from toe rivm
with rope and Look and stood on the
bank when the disnster to the boat oe
eurred, There were others higher ug
and lower down who were startled by
the serenms of the girls, but | ot one
of them grasped the situntion, It was
left for Abe. O came his coat, vest
and shoes, and In be plunged. A score
of men ealled to him that be could
never hope o tow the boat ashore, bul
that wasn't his plan. There was jusi
a chance that If the girls kept quiet
and the bont was guided over the dam
bow first she wouldn't fill or be upset.

Abe eaught It when It was yet fifty’

feet from the plunge, and, whirling i
about, he buog on to the stern and got
the how pointed straight. Then he sald
to the girls:

“We have got to go over the dam
All of yon erouch down and hang on
for your lives, If you make one move
we shall all be drowned.”

There was screaming and yelling and
shouting all along the banks, but Abe
Langford was not rattled. Two of the
girls had falnted away, and the other
was dumb with fright. The boat balf

fillea, but foated [hreugn w0 MY,
and, guiding and swimming, Abs
brought ber to the bank. He had done
| & brave deed, and his fellow towns-
| men were unstinted In thelr praise.

| He took It all in his humble way, and
[ as soon as he could eseape them he
| want shivering home.

| *“Good lands, Abe Langford, but
| what's the matter? exclaimed the
l wife on beholding his saturated con-
| dithon.

| “Just savad three gals from drownd-
! In",”" he replied.

' *Then you are a bero at last?’

“Durn the juck, no! In all the sto-
ries I've ever read the hero marries the
gal whose )ife ha saves. There wans
three of 'em, and what am | goln' ts
do abont 1t? Besldesa, If there wasn't
but one I'd be married to you just tho
same, wouldn't 1?7 1 tell you luck Is
agin me, and 1 shall never have a fair
lh0'<"

“Waal, git off your wet clothes and
mehbe yoo'll be chased by a mad buil
tomorrer,” sald the motherly wife us
she began drying his wet balr with a
towel.

——

Stubborn Goughs and Golds

Obstinate racking coughs that settle on the lungs and may develop into Pneumonia over night are quickly cured by

OLEYS HONEY~]A

It soothes and heals the inflamed air passages, stops the cough, heals and strengthens the lungs. FOLEY'S

HONEY AND TAR contains no opiates or other harmful drugs, and is safest for children and delicate people.

Remember the name—FOLEY’S HONEY AND TAR—and insist upon having the genuine, as no other remedy
is s0 safe or as certain in results.

Glven Up to Die With Croup.
Mrs. P. 1. Cordier, of Mannington, Ky., writes: “My three-year

old girl had a severe case of croup; the doctor said she could pot live
and | gave her up to die. | went to the store and a bottle of
Fo!eh:‘ﬁwudru.mammﬂu relief and
. L

Editor Cured of Lung Trouble.

Honey and

W. L. Straub, Editor of St. Peters Fla.) Times,
i l:;‘outhsbny&aml’mmﬂ(l ’wetnd

cold that affected my throat and lungs. 1 negl iti!hhhngwulﬂ
§00n recover ht!keptgctﬁngm,mﬁlnﬁmphu of Foley's
Tar, and it cured me completely.’

writes
caught

Three sizes—25¢, 50c, $1.00. The 50 cent sizs contalns two and one-half times as much as the small size and the
Substitutes.

$1.00 bottle almost six times as much. Refuse

SOLD AND RECOMMENDED BY

Sold and Recommended by CHAS. ROGERS, Druggist.

HERE YOU ARE—

Morning Astorian Every
Day in the Month For 65¢ |

I

The Astorian Wants 500 New Subscribers
And in Order to Do This the Price Has Been

Reduced From 75¢ to 65¢ a Month

Be Loyal to Your Town and Begin the New Year by

Taking Astoria’s Greatest

DELIVERED BY CARRIER TO ANY PARTOFTHE CITY
FOR 065

CENTS

Paper, The Astorian




